THE BLIND MAN'S HUNT

devoid now of pigmentation were still frightening, towards the officer's
voice.

"Jacqueline, what does the Captain look like?" he asked.

The young woman, half-amused, half-embarrassed, looked at the tall
Spahi and could find no better solution than to adopt a tone of ironic
gravity.

"Well, Uncle, he's very tall," she replied; "well over six foot."

"Six-foot-four," said De Voos to show that he was taking the game
in good part.

"His hair is chestnut-coloured. Let's see, is it dark or light chest-
nut?" she went on, pretending to inspect him. "No, dark chestnut.
He's wearing a splendid red uniform and he's very good-looking.
There!"

"Thank you!" said De Voos, bowing.

"How old is he?" asked the Marquis.

"Thirty-seven, Monsieur," replied De Voos.

And, turning to Jacqueline, he added: "Now you know all about
me."

There were a few seconds of silence. Jacqueline leaned forward to
poke the fire, revealing, under the black velvet collar and white stock,
her frail and slender neck, on which grew a misty, golden down almost
like a child's.

"Are you going to marry him?" said the blind man suddenly.

Jacqueline started.

"Really, Uncle," she cried laughing, "I told you that I've only
known Monsieur De Voos since the meet this morning."

Then, feeling the officer's eyes on her, she said: "I must tell you that
my uncle is determined to marry me off. It's his hobby. You needn't
worry; you're in no danger."

Unsure of what attitude he should adopt, De Voos contented himself
with spreading his hands in a fatalistic gesture.

"But she must marry again! I know what I'm talking about!" cried
the Marquis, banging the arm of his chair.

"Really, please Uncle Urbain!" Jacqueline interrupted him, with
some vexation.

And to change the conversation she went on: "What makes me
absolutely furious is that Laverdure will take his stag all by himself."

"How much ground did we cover today? I don't know the country;
and I'm a bad judge of distances," said De Voos. "Thirty to thirty-
five miles?"

"Oh, no! Barely twenty-five," replied Jacqueline.

"You'll certainly have harder days, Monsieur, if you do us the
honour of another visit," said the Marquis.
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